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shouting was repeated, and was evidently addressed to the
inmates of the cottage. The old woodman seized his rifle,
and opened the casement,

f Who calls?' he demanded, ' and what want yon?'

* Dwelleth Peter Winter here ?' was inquired.

4 He speaks to you,' was the reply.

t Open the door, then,' said the shouter.

1 Tell me first who you are.'

' My name has been already mentioned,' answered the
shouter, with a laugh.

4 What mean you?'

' Why, that my name is Peter Winter.'

The old woman screamed; a strange feeling also was my
lot; the woodman dropped the loaded rifle. I prevented it
from going off; neither of them could move. At last I
opened the door, and the stranger of the Abbey entered.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THERE was some embracing, much blessing, the old woman
never ceased crying, and the eyes of the father were full of
tears. The son alone was calm, and imperturbable, and
smiling.

* Are you indeed  Peter ?'  exclaimed the  old woman,
gobbing with joy.

* I never heard so from any one but you,' answered the
son.

'And am. I blessed with the sight of you before my
death?' continued the mother.

4 Death! why you look ten years younger than when I
last saw you?'

*0h! dear no, Peter. And why did not you tell tus
where you were ?' she continued.

* Because I never knew.'
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